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whom I most improbably discovered ere
long, these were great gifts from my
own country. Greater still was the gift
of English poetry so suddenly bestowed
that, for a while, it was almost too much
for me and I went about dazed. But not
for all these things did I forget my India.
And there were things to set in the balance.
I know now, what I could not possibly
know as a schoolboy, that India had done
me one inestimable good in guarding me
from the vulgarity which startled and
pained me in my own country. The
blatant hoardings, to speak of nothing
worse, were a wonder and a horror to
a boy not brought up with such things.
Under a myriad exhibitions of the ugly
commonness lying at the base, and aspir-
ing to the apex, of our civilisation, and
seeing about me no one whom these
things seemed to trouble, I withdrew into
myself, I learnt with great rapidity the
art of making my own fable of life and of
treating as things that did not exist the
things which hurt and were meaningless.